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Hide  us again  in thy womb from the waves of it,

help us or hide.

As a sword is the heart of the God thy brother,
But thine as the heart of a new-made mother,
To deliver thy sons from his ravin, and rage of his
tide.                                                         1320

O strong north wind, the pilot of cloud and rain, \str. 5.
For the  gift we   gave   thee what gift hast thou

given us again ?

O God dark-winged, deep-throated, a terror to forth-
faring ships by night,
What bride-song is this that is blown on the blast

of thy breath ?
A gift but of grief to thy kinsmen, a song but of

death,
For the bride's folk weeping, and woe for her father,

who finds thee against him in fight
Turn back from us, turn thy battle, take heed of
our cry;                                                        [Antt 5.

Let thy dread  breath  sound, and the waters of

war be dry;

Let thy strong wrath shatter the strength of our foe-
men, the sword of their strength and the shield ;